And, as forth I faro

Over the. clay's unseen

Following, feebly, stumblingly,

Thy guiding gran\

Held mightily by lliy heroic jjraco:

0 Christ,

Be mine this glory and this joy to-day1

To show to one* or two

Thy beauty and Thy love*

THE moonlight sleeps white on the forest,
The shadows an* deep black pools,
A filmy shimmer of mint steals up from the silent lake;

For long leagues around, the forest, God's forest,
Breathes lightly, stirs gently, a living thing:

Ah God, dear God,

Known here so surely in moonlight, in forest, in silence,

God Who art King of it all*

Who livest and speakest so surely, so sweetly,

In the heart of it all:

God Who art Master of sun and of stars.

Yet Who lovcst this weak little creature, myself, this

timid and narrow soul:
God, dear God of the Open Air,
Hallow my life, make it white, make it silent save in

Thy praise.
As is this fair forest moonlight,
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